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Yet if in highest heavens do shine

Each constant martyr's heart,                        10

Then she may well give rest to mine,

That for her sake doth smart;

Where, seated in so high a bliss,

Though wounded, it shall live;
Death enters not in Paradise,                             15

The place free life doth give.

Or if the place less sacred were,

Did but her saving eye
Bathe my sick heart in one kind tear,

Then should I never die.                                 20

Slight balms may heal a slighter sore,

No medicine less divine
Can ever hope for to restore

A wounded heart like mine.

ON MISTRESS N[EVILLE]

TO  THE  GREEN  SICKNESS

STAY, coward blood, and do not yield

To thy pale sister beauty's field,

Who, there displaying round her white

Ensigns, hath usurp5d thy right,

Invading thy peculiar throne,                              5

The lip, where thou shouldst rule alone;

And on the cheek, where Nature's care

Allotted each an equal share,

Her spreading lily only grows,

Whose milky deluge drowns thy rose.                10

Quit not the field, faint blood, nor rush
In the short sally of a blush
Upon thy sister foe, but strive
To keep an endless war alive:
Though peace do petty states maintain,             15

Here war alone makes beauty reign.

UPON A MOLE IN CELIA'S BOSOM
THAT lovely spot which thou dost see
In Celia's bosom was a bee,
Who built her amorous spicy nest
I1 thj Hyblas of her either breast.